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"I heard ... I heard ... I was listening ... I couldn't
sleep ... I heard. , . ."
The long black cloak she was wearing fell open displaying her
white night-gown.
He stretched out his arm. Not for the first time in his life
Bloody Johnny became uncomfortably aware of the grotesque-
ness of his physical appearance. He took hold of her hand and
tried to make her sit down at the foot of his bed, but she remained
standing there in her naked feet, her long straight night-gown
showing white as her cloak swung open. Her brown hair fell in
tumbled curls over one of her small bare shoulders. Her childish
mouth, twitching in the light of the candle which she clutched,
could not utter a word. The candle was so shaken by the way she
was trembling that its grease began to drip upon the emblazoned
coverlet.
"I heard ... I heard you call f . . and I had to come," she
whispered.
Bloody Johnny, blinking with his sleepy eyelids because of the
flame of the candle, made a humorous grimace and pointed to the
floor at her feet.
"The Bellamys are just below," he whispered hoarsely. "For
God's sake don't get me into trouble with the household! If you
heard me shout, I'm afraid they must; and they may be rushing
in now any second!"
He uttered these words in so whimsical a manner and smiled
at her so naturally and so quietly that the girl swallowed her ap-
proaching sobs in a gallant gulp.
"Put down the candle, Lady Rachel," he said gravely, sinking
back on his pillow; "you're spilling the grease on your father's
rug."
She obeyed him with docility now and sat down on the flimsy
couch, which promptly gave vent to an ominous creak.
But he stretched out his arm, in its tight woolen sleeve, and
took her hand.
"It'll stand your weight," he said, "if it's stood all my antics."
"Don't make me go to Miss Crow," she whispered. "Let me
come and live with you!"
He looked at her through his half-shut eyelids, while the sylla-